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"BLUSHES Video! 
“BIG GIRLS DO CRY!” 


Not to be missed! For those who 
know the book’s plot, it will be 
sufficient to say that none of 
Susan’s experiences at “Georgie's” 
hands are missed out or skimped; 
for those who haven’t read the 
book, some extracts follow which 
highlight the bum-tingling, blush- 
making embarrassments of 
Susan’s first weeks at the home ofa 
“friend of the family”. 


‘Right! Now, if you're the big girl you say you are, then I 
suggest you go back upstairs, get back into bed, and practise 
being all grown up and go to sleep in the dark like everyone 
else does.’ 

Her face seemed to drop, physically. 

‘After all,’ he said, ‘if you’re too grown-up to have to come 
home at a reasonable hour, then you're too old to need a 
night-light.’ He smiled at her in mock encouragement. ‘Don’t 
you agree?’ 

She was about to say something. From the deep breath she 
was taking he thought he'd better not let her. 

‘Or,’ he continued, ‘if you don’t think you’d like that very 
much, you can do what I suggested in the first place. You can 
get your pants down, get across my knee, and practise being 
a little girl who's going to get her bottom tanned for being 
late home.” 


WATCHING FROM THE airport observation platform, 
Susan’s eyes followed the jet as it began its thundering 
run along the length of the runway. 

Although she knew that they probably wouldn’t see her, 
she waved to her parents seated somewhere in that slim 
grey shape, then shaded her eyes with her hand as it climbed 
steeply away toward the sun. 

For a long time she stood unmoving, her attention centred 
on the aircraft as it wheeled and turned’ away, becoming no 
more than a speck before disappearing into the shimmering 
blue of the sky. 

When there was no longer anything to see she turned 
away, gratefully taking Uncle George’s comforting hand and 
walked with him to the exit stairway. 

In the car she was quiet at first, but as they reached the 
outskirts of London and threaded their way through the 
start of the rush-hour traffic, she began to brighten up a bit. 

‘Well, she said, ‘that’s that. I’m all yours now, I suppose.’ 
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BREAKING IN A 
HEAD GIRL 


Eric Crossley Hanfield glanced round 
his study and sniffed the smell of fresh 
furniture polish. The school had been 
empty during the summer recess but 
that was now almost over and the 
cleaners had been in and it seemed 
done a good job. Yes just a week to 
the start of the new Autumn Term 
and there was inevitably a lot to be 
done, much of it routine and boring — 
but not all. 


This morning for instance he had the 
most stimulating task of caning a girl. 


Eric Hanfield walked over to look out 
of the mullioned window. St. 
Margaret’s Private School for Girls 
was situated on the edge of the town 
in an acre of mature ornamental trees 
and shrubs, many of which across the 
immaculate lawn were now 
resplendent in their autumn reds and 
golds. The school had been owned 
and founded by Eric’s father, Dr 
James Crossley Hanfield, who had 
bought the property and named his 
school for his mother, adding the 
“Saint” with his tongue in his cheek. 


Dr James Hanfield.was now retired 
leaving Eric as sole owner and 
Headmaster. Wishing to be his own 
man he had made some changes, 
especially where it was necessary to 
conform with modern ideas and 
practice, but one tradition of his 
father’s which he had certainly not 
wished to change had been the old 
man’s custom of caning his head Girl. 


Each year as a new Head Girl had 
been appointed he had caned her. A 
private but ceremonious caning | 


before the start of school. It was to 
impress on the new incumbent the 
responsibility and discipline required 
of this most honoured school 
appointment, Dr Hanfield had 
informed Eric when he had joined the 


staff as a new graduate from Oxford. 
But Eric had always taken this with a 
pinch of salt as the girls selected to be 
Head of School were always good- 
looking and shapely 17- or 18-year- 
olds. There was no doubt in his mind 


that his father had taken great 
pleasure in reguiring them to take 
their knickers down and offer their 
bare bottoms for the cane. Especially 
as he came to realise that the 
ceremonious caning at the start of 
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school was not the only caning the 
Head Girl received. The practice it 
seemed was usually repeated, again in 
private, throughout the year, for 
whatever excuses Eric’s father could 
find. 


When the canings had started of 
course, back in the ’30s, caning of 
schoolgirls was reasonably common 
practice and did not raise an eyebrow. 
Now in the 1980s public acceptance 
was somewhat different, but the 
custom had nonetheless continued. 


The reason for this was that the girl’s 
parents were informed and their 
permission obtained. Dr Hanfield 
had from the beginning robustly 
informed the prospective head Girl’s 
parents of his intentions, and stated 
that if there was a problem in Clare or 
Elizabeth or whoever being caned 
then the school’s most prestigious 
honour would be given to a girl whose 
parents had more understanding of 
discipline at an elite girls school. He 
had never had any problems in those 


earlier perhaps more sensible days. 
But perhaps more surprisingly Eric, 
seeking to follow his father in this 
enlightened. and most satisfying of 
traditions, had had no problems 
either. 


Usually.a cosy cup of tea with the girl’s 
parents at her home and then, in as 
natural a voice as he could muster, 
introducing the subject. 


No, although he was always a little 
hesitant in the initial broaching of the 
matter as he was in some ways a shy 
man, Eric had experienced no 
problems. Usually a cosy cup of tea 
with the girl’s parents at her home and 
then, in as natural a voice as he could 


muster, introducing the subject. 
Trying not to sound either 
embarrassed or of course excited. 
Nice and calm. Suave. Grave. 
headmasterly in fact. Well he had 
done it for some years now so he had 


had some practise. It was always a bit 
nerve racking, but it always in the 
event went alright. For one thing of 
course he would: have got to know 
girls’ parents by the time they were in 
the Sixth Form and so could gauge 
likely reactions. Yes in the event it 
was always alright. The parents once 
they realised what was being said 
were usually more embarrassed than 
he was. The mother frequently 
blushing. That was always nice, 
especially with a good-looking 


mother. With the thought in her head 
of course that she instead of her 
daughter could be getting it. Taking 
down her own knickers for his cane. 


Pamela’s mother had blushed. Sylvia 
Maidment and mother of 17-year-old 
Pamela. Who was to be this year’s 
Head Girl and so, later this morning, 
in about half an hour now, would be 
the recipient of that office's 
ceremonious induction. Pamela’s 
rather ripe bottom ... 


Yes Sylvia Maidment had blushed, 
and her husband Charles had pursed 
his lips as he took in this no doubt 
somewhat shocking information. It 
had been one afternoon after school 
towards the end of last term, when the 
new girl had to be chosen. Yes a shock 
coming right after the other surpise, 
though of course a much more 
pleasant one, as he announced that he 
thought Pamela would be ideal as 
next year’s head Girl. Sylvia 
Maidment had blushed and nervously 
shifted her rather attractive legs. She 
was a very good-looking woman, a 
brunette like the delectable Pamela. 


“Were you by any chance caned as a 
girl, Mrs Maidment? He had been 
rewarded with another blush as she 
vigorously shook her head. 


He had seen Sylvia Maidment again 
this summer, at the vicarage fete, and 
catching her alone had, with his eyes 
smiling, put the question: “Were you 
by any chance caned as a girl, Mrs 
Maidment?’ He had been rewarded 
with another blush as she vigorously 
shook her head. And he had said, 
“Well ...” And the thought had been 
there: well, it’s never too late ... 


But it was of course daughter Pam 
who was the focus of his attention. 
Delectable Pam who would shortly be 
appearing up the school driveway in 
full school uniform. 


Plain neat white knickers tightly 
hugging the full cheeks of her bottom. 
Plain neat white knickers which of 
course would have to come down. 


Full uniform was generally not 
required for girls once they were in 
the Sixth Form, except on special 
occasions. But what could be more 
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special than this? And so it would be 


the navy sweater over the pale blue - 


blouse and the pleated grey skirt. 
Blue-striped St. Margaret's tie and 
the matching band round the flat- 
brimmed straw had, which the older 
girls generally hated to wear. Plus 
little-girl white knee-socks worn with 
black strap-over shoes which they 
certainly hated. Yes, delicious Pam 
would be wearing all that. And under 
it ... plain neat white knickers tightly 
hugging the full cheeks of her bottom. 
Plain neat white knickers which of 
course would have to come down. 


Eric moved away from the window. 
He had a definite tightness in the front 
of his smart trousers. Yes, he had an 
erection. 


* * 


“Mother, I think I’m going to be sick!’ 
wailed Pam Maidment. ‘I just can't go 
through with this.’ 


“Don't be a silly. Of course you can. 
Just keep telling yourself it's only a 
school tradition and of course no one 
else is going to know about it. And 
remember it does mean you are Head 
Girl. Now come on, you don't want to 
be late.’ 


Mother and daughter were up in 
Pam's room where she was forcing 
herself to get ready for this awful 
ordeal. Standing in front of her full- 
length mirror now in the uniform 
which she and her friends had 
thankfully abandoned a year ago 
when they entered the Sixth Form. 
Pam had grown a bit since then, her 
boobs especially were bigger and the 
blouse was very tight over them. Also 
under the grey skirt her hips and 
bottom were fuller. Her bottom ... 
No, she couldn’t do this! 


“Come on Pam! If you're late — well, 
he might just do it harder!’ 


Pam turned with a desperate moan 
from the mirror. Behind her Sylvia 
flipped up her daughter’s skirt to 
check her knickers. Mr Hanfield had 
stressed full uniform which included 
regulation knickers and he wouldn’t 
want to find she had thoughtlessly put 
on something perhaps more racy: 
those sexy black ones or the see- 
through pink. But it was alright, Pam 
had put a pair of the required white 
ones on. 


Till go and start the car,’ she said. 
“Come right down. You mustn’t be 
late.” 


Mr Hanfield with that eager look in his 
eyes would say, ‘Yes alright Mrs 
Maidment. Or shall we say Sylvia? 
Take your knickers down then. And 
lift your skirt up round your waist 


Sylvia herself was feeling agitated. 
Anxious for poor Pam but also 
excited. There was the thought of - 
getting it herself. If for instance Pam 
really was sick and had to cry off. And 
she would have to go and tell him. 
And perhaps say: well if you like you 
can do it to me instead? And Mr 
Hanfield with that eager look in his 
eyes would say, ‘Yes alright Mrs 
Maidment. Or shall we say Sylvia? 
Take your knickers down then. And 
lift your skirt up round your waist and 
bend over my desk.’ 


It was such a scary but exciting 
thought. Perhaps she should say to 
Pam, ‘Look if you really are feeling ill 
you'd better not go. I'll go and explain 
to him.’ 


In the garage Sylvia couldn’t help 
giving her pussy a brief rub. She was 
feeling hot and twitchy down there. In 
spite of the fact that two hours earlier 
she and husband Charles had had 
intercourse. They almost never did it 
in the mornings with Charles having 
to get up and go to the office, but this 
morning he had definitely wanted it 
and she had been more than willing to 
accommodate him. The truth was 
they were both affected by what was 
going to happen this morning. 
Charles, on top of Sylvia, had said 
jerkily in her ear, ‘I suppose that dirty 
bugger’s going to feel her up? When 
he’s got her bottom bare. Sort of extra 
perks...’ 5 


She had told Charles not to be so * 
awful. But would Mr Hanfield do that 
sort of thing? His hand accidentally 
on purpose feeling Pam's pussy ... 
Surely not. But men could be awful 
and no doubt Mr Hanfield was going 
to enjoy this caning, tradition or not. 


Sylvia started up the Mercedes. She 
thought briefly of Mr Sinley, Adrian 
Sinley who a few months earlier had 
moved into the house next door. 
Sylvia rather thought Mr Sinley, who 
was fiftyish, fancied her. Not that she 


would have any interest in that 


direction of course. But if she 
happened to see him in the garden 
after taking Pam to school ... well she 
just might invite him in for a cup of 
coffee. 


I am going to be sick, Pam told 


herself. Walking now up the familiar 
gravelled driveway with the high leafy 
shrubs on either side. Her mother had 
dropped her and had driven off so it 
was just Pam and Mr Hanfield. He 
would be in there waiting. 


Maybe watching for her from his 
study window. Maybe ... flexing his 
cane. 


She had spoken to Amanda Morling 
who had been Head Girl last year. 
After Mr Hanfield came round to her 
house with the news. Before that of 
course Pam had had no idea that 
Amanda had been caned. Perhaps it 
would have been better if she hadn’t 
spoken to Amanda, because she had 
told Pam just what she didn’t want to 
hear: 
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‘Does it hurt? Oh Pam, it feels like it’s 
cut you in two! You think you’ll never 
be able to sit down ever again!” 


Had Amanda been laying it on a bit 
thick? With her bottom flinching in 
the regulation school knickers, Pam 
knew she was about to find out. 


* * * 


‘Ah there you are, Pam dear! Come 
in! Mmm ... I had almost forgotten 
how fetching you look in the school 
uniform. Sometimes I think it’s a 
mistake to let Sixth Formers wear 
their own things. I mean the uniform 
is most becoming isn’t it? Anyway 
congratulations, Head Girl! 


Mr Hanfield was leading her on as he 
spoke, across the hallway to his study. 
And there on his wide polished desk 
was the cane! The sight of it really did 
make Pam feel sick. He was going to 
cane her here. Bending over that 
desk. 


“So, our little ritual, eh? Take your 
hat off. And the sweater. I don't 
suppose you're really looking forward 
to this.’ 


Pulling off the navy sweater Pam 
woefully shook her head. ‘N .. No ... 
00 ... No I’m not Sir.’ 


‘It’s natural. No one likes the cane, 
not on the bare bottom especially. 
And most girls don’t like the fact of 
taking their knickers down either. But 
it is our tradition. And also I think it 
rather cements the close relationship I 
like to have with my Head Girl.” 


Pam had the sweater off now and was 
standing unhappily with her hands at 


her sides. Conscious of her guite big 
tits in the tight blue blouse. Mr 
Hanfield's eyes were on them too. 


‘I see you've grown a bit since you 
wore this in the Fifth. Mmm? Yes 
quite a big girl now ...” 


Pam gave an involuntary little yelp. 


The Head’s hands had come up and 
he was lightly holding them. Gently 
Squeezing her tits through the thin 
blouse. 


‘Don’t be nervous my dear. As I said 
I like to have a close relationship with 
my Head Girl.’ 


Continued on page 44 
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GAME 


*You look fantastic,’ Bob Bradley said to his 
wife. ‘Good enough to eat.’ He grinned. ‘Yes 
down there I mean!’ 


Angela smiled and automatically slid her hand 
over her pussy. They were getting ready for 
bed and she was standing in just her garter- 
belt, stockings and high heels, and thus 
displaying all of her luscious body. At 36 
honey-blonde Angela Bradley was a very good- 
looking, desirable woman. Bob was also 
undressing and she saw he had a semi-erecton. 
Which very soon no doubt would be fully hard 
—and wanting some action. But before that ... 


‘Bob ... We've got to discuss this awful 
business. Lindy ...’ 


Yes Lindy Sue their daughter, in her junior 
year at Fairgrove High School. Though only 17 
Lindy was already a delectable blonde, a 
younger version of her mother — and she was 
in trouble. Boys of course — or a boy. A week 
ago Lindy had been out parked with her 
current boyfriend Dwight Menvers and a 
police patrol car had apprehended them. 
Dwight and Lindy hadn’t actually been 
screwing — or at least not when the police 
officer had shone his light in Dwight’s car. But 
they were engaging in heavy petting and he had 
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Ense! l 
Dony LIKE made them get out and stand by the car door. 


THIS.. >) Vi In his report he said he had ordered Lindy Sue 

€ N i to lift her skirt and found she had no panties 
on. In fact the officer put his hand up her skirt 
and, finding she was not wearing panties, had 
fondled Lindy’s bare pussy — which of course 
was quite beyond what was needed in carrying 
out his duty and so it hadn’t appeared in the 
report. 
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Lindy had told her mother what the patrolman 
had done. Angela had bitten her lip, but she 
knew there was no point in putting in a 
complaint. It wouldn’t help Lindy who was 
clearly in trouble either way because the town 
ordinance voted in two years ago had placed a 
firm 9pm curfew on girls of school age and that 
included 17- and 18-year-olds. After nine a girl 
had to be accompanied by an adult if she was 
out, and it was close to ten when Lindy and 
Dwight had been caught. And of course, 
knowing what men could be like, it was no real 
surprise to Angela that the patrolman had 
taken advantage when he found Lindy was 


NO / I RER ; Do NT Do without her panties and had helped himself to 


À a free feel of her pussy. 
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The problem was: what now? A copy of the 
official report had been sent to Lindy Sue’s 
parents, buy it hadn’t yet been fully processed. 
Once it had, well, a black mark ‚such as this 
could lose her all chance of a scholarship to 
college. So if Angela and Bob were to do 
anything they had to act quickly. If it was 
possible to do anything. 

It was according to Angela’s friend Judy 
Finstein. Judy’s daughter Finella had been in 
similar trouble a year ago, and Judy said a 
girl’s mother could go and see Mr Hamble who 
was county Director of Education. Art Hamble 
could hush things up if a mother went to see 
him. If, Judy said, she was good-looking. And 
if she was prepared to be ‘friendly’. 


What did that mean? Angela could guess what 
it meant. In general terms at least. And it 
seemed Bob could guess too when a little later 
in bed Angela told him what Judy had said. 
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| j | Í S She gave a little shudder. Bob had his fingers in 
y EN 7 her pussy and was getting her hotted up. She 

didn’t want to fuck Mr Hamble, but if it was 

the only way to get Lindy out of this mess ... 


* * * 


And so two evenings later Angela drove the 
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meant?’ he said, not beating about the bush. 


‘I don’t know ... exactly ...? Angela replied, as 
Bob rolled her onto her back. ‘Judy didn’t 
specify. And ... I didn’t ask for details. But ... 
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family Pontiac over to Mr Hamble’s place. She 
found it without any trouble, a large house set 
back from the road in a subdivision some five 
miles away. Angela had spoken to him on the 
phone and indicated what was wanted. The 
Director of Education said he would be very 
pleased to see her. 


She had met him briefly before, a sprightly 
white-haired man wearing wire-rim bifocals. 
He had seemed nice, normal. Not at all the sort 
of person who would blackmail a good-looking 
woman ... into what exactly? Maybe Angela 
should have asked Judy for details. 
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In the rather palatial house Mr Hamble was 
brisk and businesslike. ‘I understand what you 
want, Mrs Bradley, and I think I can arrange 
it — if you can be cooperative. And naturally 
everything which takes place here is 
completely confidential. I think you will agree 
we both desire that.’ 


Angela said a hesitant yes to all this. 


Mr Hamble’s face took on a more eager 
expression. ‘Excellent. So ... I want to play a 
little game, Mrs Bradley. Angela. I love 
playing games, don’t you? I want you to 
pretend you’ve been kidnapped. 

Angela had taken off the light coat she had 
worn. Under it she was wearing something 
quite sexy, as Judy had advised. A sheer long- 
sleeved pink blouse and short pale blue skirt. 
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Nylons and blue high heels. Under the tightish 
blouse she had put on a light half-cup bra so 
that the nipples of her ripe breasts were 
uncovered and were thrusting sexily out under 
the thin cotton blouse. Mr Hamble slid his 
hand appreciatively over Angela's thrusting 
nipples. 


‘Yes through here, in the bedroom. I want you 
with your hands behind your back. Let's 
imagine Pve tied your wrists ... and then I 
want you kneeling on the bed.’ 


He gave an excited laugh. ‘You see in this game 
you’re a housewife whose husband has just 
gone off to work. And I’m an intruder! I’ve 
come round on some pretext and you’ve 
unwisely let me in the house.’ That slightly 
manic laugh again. ‘What I actually want of 
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course is your lovely body. A taste of that nice 
tight pussy ...’ 


Angela, heart pounding, had got on the bed, 
keeping her hands behind her back as 
instructed. Mr Hamble unzipped his pants ... 
and took out a formidable-looking erect penis. 
His fist went round it, pumping in a 
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masturbatory action. His eyes above the wire- 
rims were shining. Angela wet her lips. Her 
mouth was dry. Judy hadn’t told her the 
Director of Education was some kind of sex 
nut. 


He was on the bed with her now. Telling 
Angela to bend backwards, arch her back. His 
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hand came up between her spread thighs, to 
take hold of her cunt through her brief and 
flimsy bikini panties. A greedy laugh ... and 
then he leant over her. It was that big stiff cock 
this time. Sliding in between Angela’s thighs at 
her now wet cunt. She gave a desperate 
whimper. 


Art Hamble backed off. His hands reached for 

the buttons of her blouse. Ripping them open. 

Then grabbing her short skirt. ‘Keep your 

hands behind your back ...’ he breathed. ‘And 
keep it arched. Mmm, you're really 
something, aren't you.? 

Mr Hamble ripped the skirt off. Her blouse 
had been pulled virtually right off, so that 
Angela’s big tits were bare, and down below 
she had just the skimpy bikini panties and her 
garter-belt. Mr Hamble was going at her like 
some kind of wild animal, making growling 
noises as he chewed at her flesh; then taking 
one of her big tits in his mouth, to vigorously 
suck the erect dark-pink nipple. And then it 
was her cunt. Grabbing off Angela's 
minuscule pants and spreading wide her 
thighs. His mouth ... and then that big stiff 
cock. Sliding it up in her. 


When he had finished Mr Hamble became at 
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once a different man. With his load of spunk 
discharged up into her he was no longer a wild 
animal. Pulling up and fastening his pants he 
grinned pleasantly at Angela. 


She got up unsteadily from the bed. Still in just 
her blouse, wide open over the half-bra, plus 
her garter-belt and stockings. Her heart was 
pounding and she was sweating. She had been 
given a really thorough fucking. On her back 
with her legs in the air. 


‘Great! That was really tremendous ...’ 


Flush-faced Angela was quick to interject, 
‘And you will ... do what you can? Please!” 


The Director of Education smiled. ‘Girls that 
age really shouldn’t be out fucking their 
boyfriends, not when we’ve gotten a curfew. 
But yes, Angela, as you’ve been such a good 
sport I will certainly arrange something.’ 


He said there was no need to worry. None at 
all. 


* * * 


Angela reported that back to husband Bob. 
Not giving him all the details of her visit but at 
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the same time not attempting to deny that Mr 
Hamble had fucked her. 


‘Well after you’ve put out for him I just hope 
he does come through,’ Bob said. 


But it was not to be all plain sailing. 


* * * 
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It seemed that the head of Fairgrove High had 
to be told, whether or not the matter was to be 
taken further. Mr Randall, the school 
principal, was told the matter was not to 
appear on Lindy Sue’s reports as there were 
extenuating circumstances. These circum- 
stances were of course that Lindy?s mother had 
let Hamble fuck her — and maybe Dean 
Randall could guess that. 


However school discipline was also Mr 
Randall's concern. Lindy’s transgression was 
not to appear on her report, OK. But that 
didn’t mean she shouldn't be punished. The 
punishment could be confidential, but she 
should have a punishment to make clear to her 
that that curfew was a serious matter. 


Mr Randall discussed the matter with Mr 
Vanfield, his deputy, who agreed with the 
head. Yes, most definitely! Scott Vanfield, a 
bulky middle-aged man who also taught 
biology, liked to get his hands on the older girls 


whenever possible. And that Lindy Sue 
Bradley was really choice! He said he thought 
the two of them might deal with Lindy 
together. And in this serious matter physical 
chastisement might be deemed appropriate. 


‘A little warming up of that pretty ass! That’s 
definitely what she needs.’ 


Dean Randall pursed his lips. He knew Scott 
liked to get at the good-looking girls. A failing 
no doubt but a human one and as long as Scott 
was careful he did not consider it a problem. 
And Lindy Sue ... well she was a very lovely 
thing and maybe by the same token needed 
protecting from herself. From those hot 
hormones that started coursing around in a 
pretty 17-year-old’s sweet body. 


What Scott was proposing — ‘warming up her 
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pretty ass’! — was in no way part of the school’s 
schedules. No doubt it was illegal — unless of 
course the parents’ were to be consulted first. 
If they could be persuaded to agree — or even 
possibly to request it — well then you were ina 
whole different ball game. 


Lindy FELT HER SKIRT 
Baws KIPTED-+- 


‘Hmm .. We’d have to check it out with her 
parents.’ 


‘No problem! They’re going to agree to 
anything aren’t they? To keep this nice and 
quiet.’ 

And so Angela and Bob were called in to see Mr 
Randall. Angela had difficulty meeting the 
principal’s gaze, unable to get out of her head 
the awful possibility that he knew what had 
taken place between her and the Director of 
Education. So she was happy to agree to 
whatever he was suggesting, as long as Lindy’s 
little misdemeanour was to be kept quiet. And 
Bob was agreeing too, because there didn’t 
seem much point in arguing. 


But what were they agreeing to? Physical 
chastisement? What exactly did that mean? 


‘I think she’s going to have her butt spanked,’ 
Bob said in the car afterwards. ‘Well I don’t 
suppose that’s too serious.” 


* * * 


But it was to be rather more serious than 
Lindy's parents imagined. The next morning 
the pretty girl was called into Mr Vanfield's 
office. Trembling a bit, because she didn't 
know what was going on. Her mom had said it 
was all going to be OK, although she had better 
really watch her step in future. But now it 
seemed it wasn't all sorted out after all. Mr 
Vanfield. Lindy didn’t like Mr Vanfield. Most 
girls didn't. If you weren't careful you could 
find his hand was fondling your bottom. 


Mr Vanfield told her sharply to stand still and 
stand up straight, as Lindy Sue automatically 
flinched away from him. He had her in front of 
his desk and had come round. Close. With 
those grabby hands. 


‘In a spot of bother I understand, Lindy Sue? 
If this goes on your report I guess you can say 
goodbye to college.? 


Oh God! And her mother had said it was going 
to be OK. Lindy blinked furiously, tears in her 
eyes. Mr Vanfield’s hand came out ... and slid 
lightly over her tits. She gritted her teeth. She 
was still trying to hold back the tears. 


Scott Vanfield’s hand closed more firmly on 
one taut resilient boob. As he told the 
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she wore something sexy. And in any case 

something sexy was reguired. Mr Vanfield 

went on to specify what Lindy was to wear. A 

light blouse and brief, hip-hugging skirt. And 

No! wo (TORE... underneath a half-bra which vonl leave her 

PLERSE / 17 = nipples free, brief bikini panties, plus nylons 
vi and a narrow-strapped garter-belt. 


“Yes 4.30pm in Mr Randall's office. Lindy Sue 
had been wearing these things all day. With a 
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quivering girl the state of play. She was going 
to have to take a spanking. It might have to be 
on her bare bottom. If she could take it quietly 
and without fuss probably things were going to 
be OK. 

The hand squeezed Lindy’s other boob. And 
then slid down ... to lightly cup her pussy 
through her thin skirt. ‘Your parents 
naturally know what is proposed and are fully 
in agreement.’ 


It was the next day, after school, in Mr 
Randall’s office. Lindy had been told by Mr 
Vanfield what to wear. He said probably the 
principal would deal more leniently with her if 
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JINO Soue HER Dangling from the ceiling in the centre of Mr 

e Randall’s office were two loops of cord. Mr 
Vanfield came behind Lindy. Taking her arms 
he twisted them painfully behind her back. As 
she yelped out he told her she was to raise her 
arms and hang onto the ropes. Then she would 
be undressed and spanked. 


Mr Randall, at the other side of his desk, was 
holding a broad two-foot-long plastic ruler. He 
smacked it heavily across the palm of his hand. 


Mr Vanfield let go of Lindy’s arms. His two 
hands cupped and squeezed the cheeks of her 
bottom. 


Whimpering, Lindy Sue stretched up to hold 
the cords. Mr Vanfield had the ruler in his 
hand now — and lifting her skirt at the back he 
aimed a cut above Lindy’s stocking tops across 
the bare backs of her thighs. Her whimper 
became an agonised yell. 


Mr Randall, eyes fixed lustfully on Lindy’s 
writhing young body, said unctuously, ‘You 
must be taught a lesson, Lindy Sue. If a girl’s 
got a hot pussy she must learn to control it.? 


The ruler whipped agonisingly in again ... and 
then again. And then Mr Vanfield was 
unbuttoning Lindy’s blouse ... Pulling it wide 
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cardigan — because with just her thin cream 
blouse and that half-bra Lindy’s nipples were 
sticking out and plainly visible. She had the 
cardigan off now — and yes you could see them 
sticking out alright. Mr Randall and Mr 
Vanfield, that is, could see. Mr Vanfield gave 
Lindy’s nipples a brisk flip with his hand. 
Then he pointed to something which she had 
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open. And pulling off her skirt. Leaving her in 
just that skimpy sexy underwear. The 
whipping with the plastic ruler resumed. The 
fierce pain of it was killing her. Lindy hung on, 
her poor bottom jerking desperately from side 
to side. 


‘Never mind. At least it’s all over,’ Angela 
Bradley consoled her tearful daughter. She 
had arranged to pick Lindy Sue up from 
school, fortunately because the poor girl was in 
such a state she probably couldn’t have walked 
home after those two men had finished with 
her. How could they have done that! Angela 
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wondered, having now had a look at Lindy’s 
raw bottom. But it was at least over. 


Or was it? Because ... before Lindy was told 
she could go Mr Vanfield said, ‘I’m not sure 
that this one session will suffice, Lindy Sue. Mr 
Randall and I, that is. We will have to see. It 
may be that further sessions will be required. 
Yes. But don’t worry, it will all be strictly 
confidential.’ 


Lindy hadn’t told her mother that. She didn’t 
even want to think about it. They couldn’t give 
her any more! Could they...? 


END 


WHAT BOTTOMS ARE FOR! 
Morning exercise, dips in a cold pool, 
and canings so that they won't sit 
down too comfortably at breakfast; 
and that's only the start for two pretty 
blonde teenagers at the hands of the 
redoubtable Mr. Quigley! 


THE SPANKING INTERVIEWS NO.4 THE SPANKING INTERVIEWS NO. 2 


When your favourite spanking magazine Editor puts an ad in the paper for models 
he is very surprised at the result. Not only do amateur models apply but also a top 
fashion one, there are a couple of beautiful girls you will have seen in the pages of 

MEN ONLY and CLUB INTERNATIONAL, a schoolgirl trying for her first job, the 
reluctant girlfriend brought along by a well known London playboy and the usual 

city secretary trying to make the big time. With the editors secretary getting a girl 

from the local coffee bar during lunch break, it makes a total of 9 girls. What 
happens to them?? Well somehow our lecherous editor manages to persuade them 
they should “audition”. Using canes, a switch, strap, slipper, riding crop, a tawse 
and hair brush and not forgetting the old school ruler, and his very red hand, each 
of them ends up being thoroughly punished and abused, not to mention 
interfered with. 
The result on the girls is very interesting indeed and should not be missed, we see 
a young very reluctant blonde turned into a screaming nympho with even 2 men 
and 1 girl beating her and playing with her at the same time, and unable to give her 
satisfaction. You will also see a very “upper crust” lady with a fantastic brown 
body, beaten to a point of sexual arousal where she cannot resist interfering with 
herself. Then there are the 2 girls who have always been close friends find their 
friendship takes on a new meaning before your very eyes as they are beaten at the 
same time and can only find solice in each other. THESE SCENES ARE REAL AND 
HAVE NOTHING TO DO WITH THE STORY LINE, THEY WERE FILMED AS 
THEY HAPPENED.... and there is more.... and you will see many tears. 

To say the publishers were pleased with the result is an understatement, so much 

so that they were unable to decide on enough to cut out so we end up with almost 
- hour long films. 
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‘Do you like games, Sandra dear?’ Mr 
Scrope asks. 


Sandra smiles. Doesn’t everyone like 
games? And then she thinks: but 
perhaps it depends on the game. 
There are probably some games that 
are not so enjoyable. Hard, sweaty 
games for instance, Sandra doesn’t 
like those. Hockey for instance. And 
maybe other games too, teasing 
games. Sandra is not too keen on 
being teased. 


Mr. Scrope says cryptically, “Work 
and play, eh? That’s what it’s all 
about.’ 


Sandra and Mr Scrope are in her 
parents’ sitting room. Just the two of 
them because it is 10 o’clock on 
Monday morning and so both of 
Sandra’s parents are at work. She has 
a younger brother Sam but he has 


_ gone off to summer camp. It is the 
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first week of the summer holidays, 
except that this year they are not 
summer holidays for Sandra. She has 
finished school now, last week. She is 
seventeen and a half. Sandra has 
finished school but she hasn’t got a 
job, not yet. She is not waiting to go to 
college either, she hasn’t got the 
qualifications for that. 


That is why Mr Scrope- is here. 
Hopefully Mr Scrope may have some 
ideas about jobs. Arthur Scrope is a 
local businessman (he has an estate 
business) and Sandra’s mother 


Daphne Mullins has been told by an 
acquaintance that Mr Scrope can 
often fix girls up. So he has come 
round and Sandra has made some 
coffee as her mother suggested (to 
show she can be useful even if she 
doesn’t have all those grades that 
some girls have). And also of course 
Sandra is a very pretty girl, with a nice 
slim but shapely figure. That can help 
a girl get a job, can’t it? Looking nice 
and presentable, that is. That is how 
Sandra’s mother put it. Not wishing to 
say looking sexy, although of course a 
mother is aware that when a man is 
looking for an office girl say, he may 
well wish to go for a girl who is a bit 
sexy looking. And probably a man 
could consider Sandra sexy looking, 
in an innocent, butter-wouldn't-melt 
sort of way, with her pretty face and 
soft brown hair and of course her nice 
figure. 


Sandra is a very pretty girl, with a nice 
slim but shapely figure. That can help 
a girl get a job, can’t it? Looking nice 
and presentable, that is. That is how 
Sandra’s mother put it. Not wishing to 
say looking sexy 


Does Mr Scrope think Sandra is sexy? 
She has poured two cups of coffee and 
is sitting opposite him -across the 
coffee table. Wishing she had had 
something smart to say when he asked 


about games, but that opportunity is 
gone now. 


“Anyway I know quite a nice game,” 
Mr Scrope continues. “You could 
come over here and sit on my lap. 
While we discuss this and that.’ 


Mr Anveys did it to a girl called 
Pauline who was caught shoplifting. 
He managed to placate the 
shopkeeper, saying she would be 
punished 


Sandra flushes. Does he mean it or is 
it a joke? No he probably means it, 
she decides. Mr Scrope is fortyish, 
medium height and looks in fact quite 
like one of the masters at school: Mr 
Anveys who taught History. And 
according to rumour Mr Anveys did it 
to a girl called Pauline who was caught 
shoplifting. He managed to placate 
the shopkeeper, saying she would be 
punished, and then made Pauline let 
him do it. Mr Anveys fucked her, that 
was what excited girls would whisper, 
relishing the word. 


That tale about Mr Anveys come 
flooding back now, causing Sandra to 
blush deep red. Mr Scrope, who looks 
like Mr Anveys, now suggesting she 
sits on his lap. 


But Sandra’s mother has told her to 
do whatever she can to be friendly to 
Mr Scrope. So pushing those 
unfortunate thoughts out of her head 
as best she can, Sandra manages a 
smile and says OK. And gets up, goes 
over ... Mr Scrope takes her hand ... 
and his other hand has a quick feel 
through her skirt at her bottom ... as 


_he guides her down. To sit her on his 


lap — where right away Sandra can feel 
that he has an erection. 


Yes she can recognise what it is 
alright. She is sitting on Mr Scrope's 
stiff penis. It is stiff, engorged with 
blood for the act of . sexual 
intercourse, that is what Mr 
Cutworth, Biology, told them in Sex 
Instruction. (‘What a girl needs to 
know before she leaves school.’) Mr 
Cutworth showed them some pictures 
of men with erections, enormous 
looking it seemed to Sandra. The 
thought of such a thing going up inside 
you made her feel dizzy, though in an 
excited sort of way. 


Sandra got that feeling now, slightly 
dizzy, as she felt Mr Scrope’s thing 
under her bottom. Didn’t it hurt him 
to have her sitting on it? 


His hand came in and took hold of one 
of her boobs, lightly squeezing it 
through her blouse and thin bra 
underneath. That of course made her 
feel even more dizzy, with her heart 
thumping a bit now. There was still 
that erect penis under her bottom and 
now this hand feeling her tits which 
were very sensitive, certainly with a 


man’s hand on them which Sandra 
wasn’t at all used to. Be friendly, her 
mother had said. Which meant she 
mustn’t object to what she was sitting 


on, or the hand. And try and 
concentrate on what M Scrope was 
now saying. 


He was telling her about a game they 


would play, round at his house. It was 
a game that could get her a job. She 
would meet some gentlemen who 
could give her a job. Businessmen 


who might have a job available for a, 


pretty girl who knew how to be 
friendly and behave properly. The 
game was that until they had made a 
decision Sandra wouldn't see who 
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they were. So she would have a 
blindfold on to meet each gentleman. 
It would be in Mr Scrope’s garden. An 
intimate little interview with a 
gentleman in Mr Scrope's garden, 
with Sandra wearing a blindfold. 


*Do you get the picture? Mr Scrope 
asked. His hand was still fondling 
Sandra’s tits. 


‘Ye .. es,’ she says hesitantly. ‘I .. I 
think so.’ Trying to picture it, but she 
is not able to think too clearly what 
with Mr Scrope’s hands and his still 
erect organ under her. 


He tells her, ‘I think I can arrange two 
or maybe three of them tomorrow. 
For a start. OK?’ 


Lying face down. With her skirt up 
and her knickers down. To have her 
bottom spanked. 


And then he says there’s another 
game they can play right now. It is a 
game which involves having Sandra 
over his lap. Not sitting onit like she is 
at the moment but lying face down. 
With her skirt up and her knickers 
down. To have her bottom spanked. 
Has Sandra ever had her bottom 
spanked? 


Not recently certainly. Maybe when 
she was small, by her mother, but 
certainly not since being grown up, a 
teenager. Certainly not at seventeen — 
and by a man, a stranger! Sandra 
makes unhappy sounds of protest — 
but they are cut short. It is only a 
game she is told. And who knows, it is 
a game that perhaps one of those 
gentlemen tomorrow might think of 
indulging in. One of those 
businessmen who may have a job on 
offer. Having a trying-out now will 
mean she is quite ready to do it 
tomorrow. 


Sandra is not convinced by this 
argument. And it comes as something 
of a shock to hear thatit may be on the 
agenda tomorrow. But she does want 
a job. Really needs one. And her 
mother did say just do what Mr 
Scrope wants. Though could her 
mother have imagined he would be - 
suggesting spanking Sandra’s bare 
bottom? Or for that matter playing 
with her boobs, and having her sit on 
his big erection. 


Anyway Mr Scrope is taking things 
into his own hands. Pushing Sandra 
upright (that at least is a relief) and 


then his hands reaching up under her 
skirt, to grab her knickers. Which of 


course is not a relief at all. She givesa 4 


quivering whimper but he is pulling 
them down. To her knees and 
beyond. Briefly one hand slides up 


_ and feels her pussy ... Sandra almost 
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has a heart attack with his fingers in 
her bush of crinkly hair ... one finger 
right there at her slit. But then she is 
being pulled down. Over his lap. Her 
skirt is unceremoniously turned up 
over her back. 


And then the hand is spanking. Crisp, 
hard spanks to the quivering bare 
cheeks of Sandra’s bottom. She gives 
a shuddery yelp as each one lands. 
They really sting! 


Through the ; heavy, painful spanks 
Mr Scrope says, a little breathlessly, 
‘Isn’t this a nice game!’ 
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Yesit was pretty awful. But tomorrow 
Sandra is going to see these men who 
may have jobs to offer. Though ‘see’ 
of course is not going to be strictly 
accurate from -what Mr Scrope has 
said. This little blindfold game. To tell 
the truth Sandra is a bit apprehensive 
about it. It does sound just a little bit 
scary. 


Her mother naturally wants to know 


how the interview with Mr Scrope has 
gone. Sandra gives a strictly edited 
version. Cutting out that dreadful 
bare-bottom spanking and also that 
other business. Also not telling 
anything about the blindfold game. 
So really only saying that tomorrow 
she is going to Mr Scrope’s to meet 
some gentlemen who may have jobs 


to offer. That of course is very good. 


news to Daphne Mullins. Does she 
suspect there may be more that 
Sandra isn’t telling her? If she does 
she doesn’t make any comment. 


His hands reaching up under her skirt, 
to grab her knickers. Which of course 
is not a relief at all. She gives a 
quivering whimper but he is pulling 
them down. To her knees and beyond. 


One other thing. Before he left Mr 
Scrope indicated what he thought she 
should wear tomorrow. A blouse and 
skirt with maybe a pair of smart court 
shoes, but more particularly 
underneath the skirt: stockings and a 
suspender belt. Together with a 
pretty pair of knickers — then 
laughingly saying that of course 
Sandra could leave off the knickers if 
she wished. 


That naturally was something else to 


- think about (and something else also 


that Sandra didn’t tell her mother). It 


“was something else to be a bit 


apprehensive about. Naturally of 
course she would wear knickers. She ~ 
hadn’t thought that was a very funny 
joke of Mr Scrope’s. But the thought 
of stockings and a suspender belt and 
that talk of possible spanking games. 


Mr Scrope has a nice big garden with 
lots of trees and attractive shrubs. 
Behind the house is a paved terrace 
with seats and:a table and beyond that 
a wide lawn. At the other side of the 
lawn in amongst the ‘shrubs is a 
summer house. Sandra can see all this 
because she has arrived before any of 
the gentlemen and so has not yet had 
to put on that blindfold. (She is still 
half hoping that she won’t really have 
to do it, that maybe Mr Scrope has 
been joking.) 


But now in the summer house he 
produces it. A large black silk sguare 
that he folds corner-ways and then a 
couple of more times to make a wide 
black blindfold. He places it on the 
summer house table, where there is 
also a wide-brimmed straw hat. 
Sandra is to wear both of these. 


‘So, shall we get ready, Sandra dear?’ 


Mr Scrope asks with a grin. ‘Before 
our first mystery gentleman arrives.’ 


He gives her the straw hat to put on 
and then, as Sandra stands trembling, 
fastens the folded black silk round her 
head. Firmly knotting it at the back of 
her head. It is not so tight as to hurt — 
but sufficient to prevent her seeing 
anything. Sandra feels a little surge of 


panic in the sudden darkness. But Mr 
Scrope’s hands are there. Reassuring, 
though not exactly reassuring when 
they move to cup her tits. 


Mr Scrope leads Sandra to the wall of 
the summer house. The first guest will 
be with them shortly he tells her. He 
will be on the terrace and all Sandra 
has to do is walk across the lawn to 


him. No problem, just take her time. 
And then ... take it from there. 


Mr Scrope’s hands are gently stroking 
her. ‘And you’ve got the suspender 
belt on?’ he queries. Sandra says a 
shaky yes — but her host is checking. 
His hands are sliding her skirt up, plus 
the slip she has on underneath. She 
whimpers as his hands explore her 


legs. The stockinged thighs -and then 
above, to the soft bare thighflesh. 


“Oh yes,’ he murmurs. And then ... he 
is sliding her brief white knickers 
down. 


She tries to prevent it, struggling with 
his hands, but is told to keep still, Mr 
Scrope is only checking. Checking 


what? Her head is in a dizzy whirl — 
because Mr Scrope’s hand is now on 
her bare pussy ... and then after a bit 
of confusion, a confused pause, it is 
something else. Something else. 


Sandra yelps. From behind the 
blindfold she knows, can guess, what 
it is. It is what she had to sit on 
yesterday. Only now ... itis bare. The 


bare flesh. A hot stiff column of flesh. 
Pushing in between her bare thighs, at 
her pussy. She yelps again. It is 
jabbing in at her. And then ... there is 
wetness. A lot of sticky wetness. 
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Stumbling across the lawn like a blind 
person. Which in effect is what 
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Sandra is for there is not a glimmer of 
light from behind Mr Scrope’s very 
effective blindfold. Stumbling, arms 
outstretched. The first visitor is here, 
or so Mr Scrope has indicated. Seated 
on the terrace now, waiting for her. 
She must concentrate her mind, to 
present herself as a smart and willing 
girl to this man who can give her a job. 
And forget what has just happened in 
the summer house. That is not at all 
easy, it is still filling her mind. Mr 
Scrope clutching her, embracing her. 
And with her skirt up and her 
knickers down, thrusting at her. His 
penis thrusting between her bare legs. 
Not in, not inside, but right there. 
And then that sudden sticky wetness. 


Mr Scrope clutching her, embracing 
her. And with her skirt up and her 
knickers down, thrusting at her. His 
penis thrusting between her bare legs. 


Afterwards Mr Scrope, breathless, 
said, ‘There! Wasn’t that a nice little 
game!” 


She does her best to forget. Her 
knickers are up in place again now, 
and her dress is decently down. She 
has that straw hat on her head — and of 
course there is the black blindfold. A 
pretty girl stumbling warily, 
unseeingly, in her smart medium-heel 
courts across Mr Scrope’s manicured 
lawn. 


‘Almost here!’ a voice calls 
encouragingly. A smooth middle- 
class, middle-aged man's voice. 
Sandra orients herself towards the 
voice which indeed sounds close. 
Shortly her feet encounter the paved 
terrace. She remembers the lay-out, 
the wide concrete flower container 
and behind it the picnic table and 
bench. That is where he is sitting. 


‘Lovely,’ the voice says. ‘A little 
closer. That's it.” A hand takes her 
hand. She is drawn forward, close to 
him. 


‘Mmm ... aren't you lovely! Sandra 
isn’t it? A lovely name for a lovely 
girl.’ 


One hand is gently, unhurriedly 
exploring her. Feeling her thighs, and 
then her bottom. ‘Are you keen and 
willing?’ her unseen companion asks. 


“Y .. Yes sir.’ She wants to think of 
something else to say but can't. For 
one thing the hand is now going up her 
skirt, which doesn't aid her 
concentration. Up the backs of her 
thighs to the top of her stockings, and 
the bare flesh beyond. 


Check that you are indeed a keen girl 
and are able to accept discipline. 
Alright Sandra? 


‘I should need to check that of 
course, the soft and amiable tones 
continue. ‘Check that you are indeed 
a keen girl and are able to accept 
discipline. Alright Sandra? And by 
the way, for the moment you can call 
me Mr Smith. OK?’ 


His fingers are at her bottom, through 
the tight brief knickers which Mr 
Scrope has taken down to. so 
devastating a purpose only minutes 
ago. Can she guess what this unseen 
Mr Smith is going to say next? 


‘Smacking a girl’s bottom Sandra. 
That is always an excellent means of 
testing her willingness to accept 
discipline.’ 

Has she known that was coming? 
Sandra’s head is whirling in her 
darkness behind the blindfold. 
Certainly these words, mildly spoken, 
do not come as a surprise. She makes 
some stuttery answer, while the 
fingers explore her bottom. She is 
going to have her bottom spanked. 
And then maybe pleasant-sounding 
Mr Smith will say she can have a job. 
Doing what? An office girl, making 
the tea? Well it would be something, 


she would be able to say she hada job, - 


and of course there would be pay at 
the end of the week. Yes she will 
allow herself to be spanked if that is 
the reward. 


Mr Smith is telling her to take her 
things off. Her blouse and skirt. And 
the rest. Everything off except her 


stockings and suspender belt, and her : 


shoes. She can keep her bra on too if 
she wants to, if she’s a shy girl. And of 
course the blindfold, that must 
remain in place. 


Her things are on the table, the straw 
hat is fallen to the ground although 
Sandra can’t see this. She is over Mr 


Smith’s lap, across his spread thighs, 


stripped down as he has instructed. So 
she is virtually nude. Mr Smith’s hand 
is fondling her bare nates — and 


shortly it will be spanking hard down. 
But it will be worth it, she tries to tell 
herself fighting the panic that 
threatens to invade her mind. It won’t 
really hurt. Though Mr Scrope 
certainly did yesterday, his hand 
really stung. But this Mr Smith sounds 
nice, quite gentle. Although of course 
it seems given to messing about with 
girls if he gets the chance. The sun is 
not out but it is quite warm. Warm on 
her bared flesh. She gives a little 


whimper. 


“And then a more urgent yelp. The 


fondling hand has stopped fondling 
and instead has cracked sharply 
down. The start of the spanking. And 
it hurts! As bad as Mr Scrope, Yes! 


*Aaaoooohhh ..!’ Yes quite as bad in 
spite of that mild-mannered talking. 
‘Aaaooowwwwwhh ...!? 


She has got to take the spanking. She 
has the urge to yell out and tell him to 
stop, it is hurting to much, but she 
can’t do that. Not if she wants this job. 


Sandra is wriggling and writhing, she 
can’t help it. Although she knows she 
has got to take the spanking. She has 
the urge to yell out and tell him to 
stop, it is hurting to much, but she 
can’t do that. Not if she wants this job. 
And then Sandra has a thought, as the 
hard stinging spanks continue to rain 
down. If she gets a job Mr Smith 
won’t want to keep on doing this, will 
he? Regular spankings at work? That 
thought hasn't really come to her 
before. She couldn't cope with that. 
Could she? 


* * * 


Underneath the skirt: stockings and a 
suspender belt. Together with a pretty 
pair of knickers — then laughingly. 
saying that of course Sandra could 
leave off the knickers 


Two days have passed and Sandraisin 
Mr Scrope’s garden again. There have 
been two days of those games. Games 
with gentlemen who may give her a 
job, but ... has she got a job? 


‘I should think so, very likely,’ Mr 
Scrope says when this question is 
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rather desperately put to him. But of 
course they have to give some thought 
to it. You have to consider all the 
angles when taking on a new person.” 


And meanwhile Sandra must keep on 
playing whatever games the 
gentlemen want. Mr Smith and the 
others. There has been Mr Green and 
Mr Jones and also Mr Henry. These 
are not their real names, she knows 
that. She is seeing Mr Jones again this 
morning, also another new 
gentleman. 


When are all these games sessions 
going to end? Sandra is getting just a 
little bit desperate. For one thing the 
games have not been just spanking. 


No. Spanking, in the light of some of 
the rest, now seems like child’s play as 
it were. Mr Green and Mr Henry both 
wanted to use a cane — which Mr 
Scrope kindly provided. That cane! 
Oh God! It hurts just to think about it. 
And Mr Jones and also Mr Smith, 
they didn’t want the cane but 
something else. 


He wanted Sandra with her clothes off 
again but this time kneeling between 
his knees. And then what he wanted ... 
Well Sandra doesn’t like to think 
about what Mr Smith wanted. 


NAAISNSNAA 
VAAAAAKLSO 
NANA 


She had another game with Mr Smith 
yesterday. Mr Smith was still making 
up his mind about the job. And this 
time he wanted a different game. He 
wanted Sandra with her clothes off 
again but this time kneeling between 
his knees. And then what he wanted 
... Well Sandra doesn't like to think 
about what Mr Smith wanted. But she 
had to do it. And Mr Jones, later on, 
wanted something similar. Not with 
Sandra's mouth but her hand. 


Yes she is getting just a little bit 
desperate. But Mr Scrope assures her 
that something is definitely going to 
develop from all this. From all this 
game playing. And meanwhile. 
naturally, Mr Scrope wants to 
continue to enjoy his own games. 
Several times a day. 


END 
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Continued from page 13 


He let go and stood back. ‘And now 
before I actually cane you, which ll 
do out on the stairway as I usually do, 
there is a preliminary little ritual. Td 
like you to take your knickers down 
for me. And lift your skirt up round 
your waist.’ 


Mr Hanfield’s words rolled around in 
Pam’s head. 


“Come on. It’s a little test of discipline 
in a way. And also part of the getting- 
to-know — process. That- close 
relationship I was talking about. 
Working together. Being on intimate 
terms. And when you're on intimate 
terms — well, a girl doesn't mind 
showing what she’s got. So come on, 
young lady.’ 


With her face bright red Pam made 
herself do it. Made her hands go up 
under her skirt. Her fingers in the 
waistband of her knickers. To slide 
them down. 


Right down. To your knees. Then the 
skirt right up.” 


Somehow Pam did it. To stand in 
front of the Head showing her pussy. 
The quite thick tuft of dark brown 
curling hair. Her knees felt as if they 
were going to collapse at any 
moment. 5 


Her pale, softly swelling bare thighs. 
Her nude rounded belly. With the 
hair-covered bulge of her pussy right 
at the centre. ä 


Mr Hanfield was looking. Keen eyes 
focused right there of course. Her 
pale, softly swelling bare thighs. Her 
nude rounded belly. With the hair- 
covered bulge of her pussyright at the 
centre. He was looking. Gazing 
intently. And then stepping forward. 
With his hand. 


She shuddered. As his hand cupped 
her. Cupped round that warm, hair- 
covered bulge. 


* ES * 


Mr Hanfield did the caning out on the 
wide oak stairway, as he had said he 
would. He said he always caned Head 
Girls there, itwasthetradition and Dr 
Hanfield the founder had done it 
there too. At the first bend of the 
stairs. Pam had to kneel on one broad 
oak tread with her hands on the next 
one. 


‘Just try to relax. And keep still. I 
know it’s going to hurt but it’s easier 
for me if you can keep your bottom 
nice and still.’ 


As Mr Hanfield spoke he was folding 
Pam’s skirt up over here back. And 
then tugging her knickers down. He 
had let her pull them back up after 


that business in his sutdy. That awful, 
awful ordeal. Standing with her skirt 
up and her knickers down ... and Mr 
Hanfield’s hand fondling her pussy. 
As he asked softly: ‘Are you doing it 
yet Pam? Sex. Sexual intercourse. I 
like to know, with my Head Girl.’ 


His hand cupping her bulge. And his 
fingers then sliding in between her 
thighs. One finger easing in between 
the moist lips. 


She couldn’t think to deny it and, 
forcing herself to stand still, her 
answer came stammering out: yes, 
she had ... Just started ... Mr Hanfield 
wanted to know who, and so Pam had 
to tell him that too. Robert Enwin ... 
Robert of course had been Pam’s 
regular boyfriend for over a year now: 


Yes. that particular dreadful ordeal 
was at least now over. An ordeal no 
one had told her about. Because 


presumably it was somethiang no one 
ever mentioned. Something . Mr 
Hanfield just did when he had you in 
for the caning because he wanted to, 
and not bothering with any excuse 
that it was a tradition or anything. But 
now there was the ordeal Pam had 
been expecting. The cane. On her 
nude nates. 


Mr Hanfield had her knickers down 
now. And his hand was on the bare 
warm flesh. Caressing. It briefly slid 
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in between her legs, then came away. 


‘Are you ready Pam? Try to keep 
your bottom relaxed. Don’t clench 
the cheeks.’ 


No one likes the cane, not on the bare 
bottom especially. And most girls 
don’t like the fact of taking their 
knickers down either. 


The space of a second or two ... and 
then it hit her. Squarely across those 
ripely quivering nates. Pam let out a 
desperate yell. The pain was all she 
had been fearing — and more! It was * 


like being cut in two, like Amanda 
Morling -had said. Her shocked 
bottom-cheeks writhed and clenched 
in an attempt to cope with that fierce 
sting. 


‘Don’t clench!’ Mr Hanfield’s quite 
curt voice. ‘Keep it loose.’ 


Pam let out another shriek as the 
second stroke whipped in, almost on 
top of the now reddening line of the 
first. She couldn’t take this! No more!! 


The third cut into her and she jerked 
involuntarily forward, her body 
collapsing against the polished stair 
treads. Mr Hanfield’s hand hauled 
her back into position. He bent over 
her, the cane transferred for the 
moment to his left hand. 


His hand was fondling the glowing 
heat of Pam’s stricken bottom. “We 
could take a little break if that would 
help.’ 


‘Finding it difficult, are you dear? It’s 
meant to hurt of course ...’ His hand 
was fondling the glowing heat of 
Pam’s stricken bottom. ‘We could 
take a little break if that would help.’ 
The hand had slid down between 
Pam’s slack thighs. She gave a 
whimper as it cupped her pussy. 


‘TIl give you one more ... and then 
you can take a little break ... Before I 
continue ...’ 


Mr Hanfield's fingers were in her. 
One finger stroking Pam’s clitoris. As 
the awful pain continued to throb in 
‘her bottom. i 


‘Does this make it feel a bit better?’ he 
softly asked. 


Mr Hanfield gave her one more of 
those dreadful strokes. His hand 
coming away from Pam’s pussy as he 
told her to try to keep still this time ... 
and then the cane whipping in. After 
that he said she could have five 
minutes break. She was to sit on the 
stairs with her knickers still down and 
her skirt up. Mr Hanfield said she 
would get some relief from the pain 
with her bare bottom in direct contact 
with the wooden stairs. He was going 
to his study to look at some papers for 
a few minutes; and then he would 
resume the caning. The caning wasn’t 
finished. ; 


*OK Pam? Ready to resume?? 


Mr Hanfield shouldn't have done that, 
he wasn't allowed to do it, even if he 
could cane her because her parents 
had given permission. 


Pam shook her head. there were tears 
in her eyes now, because she hadn't 
been able to prevent herself weeping 
as she sat there with her bare bottom 
on the cool polished stairs. That 
fondling of her pussy had got her into 
an even more emotional state of 
course. Mr Hanfield shouldn't have 
done that, he wasn't allowed to do it, 
even if he could cane her because her 
parents had given permission. She 
should have told him to stop. 


She thought of Amanda. Mr Hanfield 
doing it to Amanda. Probably he had 

. and would she have told him to 
stop? Probably not. Amanda was 
guite a sexy looking girl, with 
sometimes a flirty way with men 
teachers. And then Pam had a further 
thought. Of Amanda telling Mr 
Hanfield she didn't mind him doing 
that — playing with her —.if he would 
not give her any more of the cane. 


Amanda saying that ... and even 
saying Mr Hanfield could do 
something else ... if it was instead of 
the cane. 


That thought was still in Pam’s head 
when Mr Hanfield came back out of 
his study. Carrying the cane in his left 
hand. 


“OK? Are you ready for some more 
then Pam?’ 


Getting to her feet Pam shook her 
head, blinking because her yes were 
still wet. No, she definitely wasn’t 
ready for more. 


“Oh I’m sure you are,’ Mr Hanfield 
said. ‘Lift the skirt again. Up round 
your waist ...” 


Bitting her lip, Pam did it. Mr 
Hanfield’s hand came out, to take 
hold of her pussy. Fondling it ... 


* E * 


“Well, young lady, it’s all over then,’ 
Pam’s Dad said. ‘And probably it 
wasn’t that bad after all.’ 


‘It was!’ Pam blurted. ‘it was just .. 
devastating.’ 


Charles Maidment was just home 
from the office and had come up to 
Pam who was in her room. Sylvia was 
downstairs preparing the evening 
meal. He hadn’t been able to get the 
thought of it out of his head all day. 
The thought of what Eric Hanfield 
was doing to his daughter. Caning 
her. And anything else? 


He slid his hand round his daughter’s 
waist, then slipped it down to lightly 
cup her bottom. Pam winced, 
squirming away. ‘It’s still really sore.’ 


Charles couldn't resist it. Let me see. 
Let's see the damage.? 


Pam tried to refuse but her father 
insisted, sitting down on her bed and 
pulling her down over his lap. She had 
changed from her uniform into a 
summer dress but because her bottom 
was still sore hadn't put any knickers 
on. She struggled to hold the blue 
dress down but her father got it up — 
and there was Pam's sguirming bare 
bottom. The stipes from the cane had 
darkened but were plainly visible. Mr 
Hanfield had it seemed hit her five 
time across the full meat of the 
cheeks. 


Charles made sympathetic noises. 
Well it must have been painful 
receiving that lot. His fingers touched 
the warm flesh. Then he pushed her 
further over. Pam was still protesting 
at being over her father’s lap and 
having him see her bare bottom. She 
was squirming about and as her thighs 
parted Charles was presented with a 
full view of Pam’s cunt. He felt a 
guilty surge of excitement. No doubt 
Hanfield had made sure he got a good 
look at it too. But was that all? 


He let go of Pam and she struggled to 
her feet, red-faced and grabbing her 
skirt down. He questioned her 
further. At first she said no, Mr 
Hanfield had done nothing except 
cane her. But then as he pressed her 
she admitted the Head had fondled 
her cunt, and quite extensively it 
seemed. But she insisted that was all, 
he had done nothing else. ; 


Five stripes on her bottom indicated 
she had been given only five in total. So 
after that break there had been only 
one more. Why was that? 


Had Mr Hanfield done anything else? 
No doubt Charles would have pressed 
his daughter further had he known the 
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sequence of the caning. Pam had 
received four before the break — but 
the five stripes on her bottom 
indicated she had been given only five 
in total. So after that break there had 
been only one more. Why was that? 
One would have expected the Head to 
give her several in the second period, 
three or more. So. why only one? 
Unless Pam had agreed to something 


else. Agreed perhaps to let Mr. 


Hanfield fuck her instead of any more 
caning? Because maybe that was what 
he really meant with his talk of a close 
relationship. He meant he wanted to. 
fuck Pam. 4 
And maybe there would be no more 
caning in her year as Head Girl. Orat 
least only the very minimum. Instead 
there would be this close relationship 
that the head had stressed he wanted. 
Regular fucking. 


Robert didn’t even know about the 
caning. The fact that Mr Hanfield 
caned his Head Girls. 


Pam certainly wasn't saying. Not to 
her father or mother. Not to her 
boyfriend Robert either, who as Pam 
had admitted to the head she had 
started fucking, though it had only 
been recently and she didn't let him * 
do it very often. Robert didn't even 
know about the caning. The fact that 
Mr Hanfield caned his Head Girls. 
But then most people didn't know 
that either, it was something everyone 
was happy to keep guiet about. 


END 
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